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"I have come by the highway home"
-

((Reluctance"

ROBERT FROST - 6th JUNE 1957
by

THE REVEREND CANON J. E. GETHYN-JONES
ROBERT FROST was merely a name to me in 1937, when I came
to Dymock in Gloucestershire. I had heard little, previously, of the
youthful poets who had made the village their headquarters before the
1914-1918 war.
Lascelles Abercrombie had been the first to arrive. This was in
1911 when he moved in to The Gallows at Ryton 1 . Wilfrid Gibson,
persuaded by Abercrombie, was next, renting The Old Nailshop at
Greenway. Early in 1914, at the suggestion of Gibson, Robert Frost
took the cottage of Little Iddens in Leadington and soon introduced
Edward Thomas to Dymock, where he stayed for periods at Old Fields
near Little Iddens, and to the world of poetry. Rupert Brooke and John
Drinkwater often visited this infonnal fraternity and co-operated with
Abercrombie and Gibson in their quarterly "New Numbers".
In 1946 I started writing the history of Dymock and began with
the chapter on "The Dymock Poets". After interviewing the local
people who had known these "Georgians" a sketchy picture of the
Frost of 1914-1915 slowly emerged. Here had been a silent, secretive
man, so secretive indeed that the possibility of his being a Gennan spy
was openly discussed. Gibson, writing to me in 1951, said that in 1916
he too, because of his habits, had fallen under a similar suspicion.
Frost was considered by some to be unsociable and gruff, but his
knowledge and love of the countryside was acknowledged by all.
IGreenway, Leadington, and Ryton are all hamlets within the civil parish
of Dymock.
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In the 1950s a number of American academics came to visit Little
Iddens, The Gallows, and The Old Nailshop. These inquirers frequently
called at the parsonage, and as a result of conversations with them a
very different image of Robert Frost was created. Which was the
true one?
On 4th May 1957 a voice on the telephone, claiming to be speaking
from the American Embassy in London, asked whether I, as rector of
Dymock, would help in a certain project. I inquired about the nature
of this and was told, "Well, before I give details I must have an undertaking that these will not be divulged without permission." I replied
that it was not possible blindly to give such an assurance, and proposed
ringing off. The speaker, hastily, replied, "It is nothing terrible, Rector,
but it is important that there shall be no premature disclosures." After
further discussion a compromise was agreed upon-conscience should
dictate silence or disclosure. The dark secret was then revealed. Robert
Frost was in England and wanted to revisit Dymock, and would I please
arrange for him to see again the three houses so closely connected
with him. It was felt, added the speaker, that the news of this should
not leak out, lest the aging poet should be worried by a curious public.
I explained that there would be no difficulties over Little Iddens and The
Old Nailshop, but that The Gallows was a different matter altogether.
Frost stayed the night of 5th-6th June at The Greenway Hotel,
Shurdington, between Cheltenham and Gloucester, and spent three hours
closeted with John Haines, his old Gloucestershire friend of the 19141915 period. No one, not even Frost's grand-daughter Lesley Francis, nor
Lawrance Thompson 2 , nor Robert Haines, John's son, was allowed to
intrude into the privacy of that re-union.
Early on 6th June a cavalcade arrived at the Rectory and at once the
reason for the "hush-hush" policy became evident. Amongst the party
were a photographer and a script-writer. The visit of Frost to Dymock
was to be a newspaper scoop. This fact caused temporary strained relationships with the local press who were extremely upset that I had not
warned them of the visit. One paper refused my article when I telephoned that evening. The lesson was learned, but it cost several guineas!
Frost, when he arrived, was obviously suffering from a cold and
fatigue, but strove hard to be sociable-and succeeded. Photographs were
taken at the Rectory, including one of David, our younger son, sitting on
Frost's lap.
It was felt wiser that his own old home, Little Iddens, should not
be the first call lest the sudden surging up of the most personal of old mem2The Professor of English at Princeton University who was asked by Frost
in 1939 to become his official biographer.

2

ories might be somewhat unpleasant for the octogenarian. Consequently a
diversion was made so that Wilfrid Gibson's one-time home, The Old
Nailshop, should be visited on the way and thus the poet would be better
prepared for the greater strain of family ghosts.

TVr(

THE REGISTER OF THE GREENWAY HOTEL AT SHURDINGTON

Showing the names of Robert Frost; Lesley Francis of Madrid, his granddaughter; Beatrice T. Dobie of Time-Life London office; Prof. Lawrance
Thompson of Princeton; and Howard J. Sochurek, Life photographer of
New York City.

All went well. Miss Gwendoline Dyer, the occupier, and one well
steeped in "Gibson lore" and that of the local brotherhood, was awaiting
the party and delighted to play hostess. Here the Press team began work
in earnest, and Frost was subjected to an intensive photographic coverage
which in forcing the great man to pose at doorways and in upstairs
windows, "under the brown bird-haunted eaves of thatch"3 almost turned
the visit into a mercenary and nauseating puppet enterprise-something
to which a national figure, and especially an aged, tired, and none-toowell personality, should not have been exposed.
3W. W. Gibson, "Home (1), Return".
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But what of Frost himself? What were his feelings as he entered that
cottage where long years before he and others had met and laughed and
talked, a family, a fellowship closely knit and inter-dependent? From the
back he appeared to stoop, to age as he advanced up the path to the
studded door at the side of which, "against black timbers and old rose
brick",4 Miss Dyer was waiting. Was the physical strain of the last few
days, made worse by the slight feverish cold, beginning to tell, or was it
mental reaction occasioned by being brought suddenly face to face with
haunting memories? How glad I was that we had come first to Gibson's
home and not Frost's own, where the memories would have been more
deep-rooted and poignant.
Passing through the front door we entered "The Golden Room",
"where in the distant past, he had held the silent circle spellbound. Within
that room, the central meeting-place of their fellowship, Frost was
strangely silent. Did the shades speak to him? Did a laughing voice echo
across land and sea from that Aegean Isle where Brooke's body rests?
Did Frost hear again the measured phrase of Thomas from Vimy Ridge?
In his imagination were they all there, those whom he knew so well and
loved so dear? Who knows?"5
Miss Dyer talked with Frost and showed him the kitchen and the
upstairs, but to my mind all these meant nothing. "The Golden Room"
had, emotionally, dried him up and he merely followed, posed at the
windows and talked freely, it is true, but like an automaton-it was as
though he was outside himself, still perhaps in spirit in "The Golden
Room", or, maybe, ahead at Little Iddens.
Frost was quiet as the party left the house and drove towards Leadington. Opposite Mirables, where Mr. Harry Blandford, who had been
Frost's neighbour in 1914-1915, lived, the convoy stopped and the poet
was taken into a field of young green oats so that he might have, across
a shallow valley, the first view of his old home.
Ten minutes later he entered the gate of Little Iddens garden. Here
there was a definite reaction, a reluctance, it seemed, to enter again upon
ground so steeped in hallowed memories. The presence of his granddaughter by his side as he walked up the path may have helped-"The
family" lived on through her. Frost as he passed fingered the box-hedge,
saying, almost in soliloquy, "This was here when we were here", adding
that the ripening strawberries reminded him of the ones he had grown,
and looking up at the cherry trees behind the house he recalled that he
and his family had helped to pick the fruit in 1914 before the war began.
40p. cit.
5Dymock Down the Ages, by J. E. Gethyn-Jones, revised edition, 1966, p. 115.
These impressions were written that same evening while they were still vivid.
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ROBERT FROST IN A FIELD OF YOUNG GREEN OATS

Looking across a little valley, Frost gets his first view of his one-time home,
Little Iddens. A photographer stands behind him.

Frost walked to the pump and worked its handle, remarking that it and
the water-tank near the kitchen door looked much the same.
Inside the house memories must have flooded in, especially when
Mrs. Jean Eversham, the married daughter of the house, replied, in
answer to Frost's inquiry, "We are six". In quiet tones came back, "And
so were we". Frost went everywhere, commenting on the alterations since
his day and asking the occasional question. Finally he wandered round
to the side of the house to catch a glimpse of Old Fields, two fields away,
where Edward Thomas had sometimes stayed.
Frost thanked Mrs. Elsie Causer, and with an affectionate pat for
her grandson, Peter, he left his onetime home. A short journey through
the lanes brought him to Old Fields but here none of the party dismounted-fatigue or anticlimax? Who today can tell?

5

ROBERT FROST AT THE DOORWAY OF LITTLE JDDENS

Here the Frost family of six lived for a while during their stay in England
more than forty years before the poet returned for this visit.
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Then came Ryton. Here was stark ruin-no shades would brave
that tumbled mass of wood, furniture, and masonry. The Gallows, where
the Abercrombies had lived and where the Frosts had stayed for a time,
could not be recognised. The courtyard, surrounded on three sides by
the house in days gone by, was filled with brambles, saplings, large and
small, and a mass of bricks and stone. One wing alone, and that hidden
by undergrowth and ivy-covered, remained to give shelter and to remind
one of a house that once had rung with laughter and had seen great days.
It called to mind Frost's poem "Ghost House" :
... a lonely house ..
That vanished many a summer ago,
And left no trace but the .. walls,
And the purple-stemmed wild raspberries grow.
O'er ruined fences the grapevines shield
The woods come back to the mowing field;
The orchard tree has grown one copse
Of new wood and old where the woodpecker chops;
Here, in sight of this ruin, Frost was a changed man. Gone were the
stooping shoulders and the pensive mood-even the effects of the cold
appeared to have passed. Two things, no doubt, contributed to this happy
state; first the 'fact that the architectural wreck, which could be seen but
dimly through the tangled undergrowth and the sapling bed, bore no relation to the house he had known; secondly the testing time had ended and
the lid was off.
Frost, as we drove back to the village, relieved of his obligations to the sponsoring press and glad, too, that the personal tension was
over, became again the gracious, quietly spoken gentlemen that he had
been on his arrival when his friendly and charming behaviour had so
captivated my wife, Vivienne, and myself and attracted our young son,
David. Courteously Frost inquired of the parish and its people, and suddenly handed me a generous donation for the church, saying that he had
not supported it as he should have done when he had been a parishioner.
Back at the Rectory we talked on many subjects, of Gibson and
Abercrombie whom I had only known through correspondence, of the
doctorate conferred on him at Oxford two days before and of places in
The States which my wife had visited in 1936.
Then came the farewells, and we were alone, but enriched by the
gentle, almost paternal, atmosphere which that New Englander had
7

engendered during those all too brief minutes he had spent in our home.
Requiescat in pace.
Editor's Note: This piece was written especially for The Courier
at the request of the Editor, and its publication here is its first
appearance in print. The illustrations are from photographs taken
by the author and are copyrighted by him. For a previous reference
to The Reverend Canon J. E. Gethyn-Jones, see The Courier
No. 30, 1968, pages 5-6.

Experts
IN THE PREVIOUS issue of The Courier (No. 31) appeared an article
about the discovery of a copy of the extremely scarce first edition of
the Declaration of Independence, a single sheet, 15x18lh inches in size,
printed on only one side by the Philadelphia printer John Dunlap during
a July night back in 1776.
Included in the article was a statement to the effect that experts had
estimated the monetary value of this newly-discovered copy "to be more
than $30,000."
The experts were correct.
The other day this copy was sold at auction in Philadelphia, and the
amount realized was $404,000, which is of course "more than $30,000."
This great piece of Americana was snapped up by a passer-by from
Texas who chanced to stroll into the auction the day of the sale. That
figure is not a misprint. For that one sheet of paper the Texan paid
$404,000. He wanted it, and he got it.

The Front Cover
ONE OF THE GREATEST things that ever happened to American
Childhood was the appearance in Literature of the fascinating little
characters known as the Brownies. This race of mischievous, goodnatured, and adventurous creatures sprang from the imagination and ink
bottle of Palmer Cox-a man whose name and fame were enshrined in
the hearts of all who were children a generation or more ago.
Palmer Cox was born of Scottish parents in 1840 in the little
Canadian town of Granby, Province of Quebec, just a few miles from
the international boundary and the northern tip of Lake Champlain.
After absorbing all the education available in this Scottish community,
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he went to California, worked for some construction companies, and
wrote light verse and submitted drawings to various newspapers. The
reception given his literary efforts was anything but encouraging, and the
year 1876 found him in New York City, where he obtained employment
on comic magazines and weeklies, and very soon began his famous career
by having his work accepted for publication in the well-known and popular St. Nicholas Magazine.
At the beginning Cox furnished a variety of humorous sketches,
dialogues, fables, short poems, and drawings, but they were of no particular merit or spectacular distinction. Then came the realization that what he
needed was a special, original idea around which he could construct a
continuing series of stories and pictures. He recalled the legends about
strange little sprites in the mountains of Scotland told to him when he
was a child, and it was from these that he evolved the inexhaustible
adventures of the good little elfins which he called the Brownies.
The first of these tales, "The Brownies' Ride," appeared in St.
Nicholas for February 1883, and a whole volume of the stories was published in 1887 under the title: The Brownies: Their Book. The idea was
a great success.
The first Brownies were just ordinary Brownies: wide-mouthed
smiling faces, large ears, pop eyes, round fat paunches, spindling legs,
and long tapering feet. Some had little curly corkscrew antennae like
insects, and some even had long beards. Letters from his children
admirers urged Cox to create some special Brownies, and soon there
appeared the Irish Brownie, the Policeman Brownie, the Dude Brownie,
the Cadet, Chinaman, Red Indian, Dutchman, Sailor, and many others
until there were more than fifty varieties of Brownies represented in the
stories Cox wrote and illustrated. One of the very last was the Cowboy
Brownie which he created at the suggestion of President Theodore
Roosevelt, a cowboy and Rough Rider in his own right.
The Brownies delighted in harmless pranks and helpful deeds. Their
world was one of no pain or disappointment, no misbehavior or crime,
no protests, sit-ins, or vandalism, and all happiness and laughter. They
did good just for the sake of doing good, and not for the sake of any
reward. They worked and sported at night while weary households slept,
and never allowed themselves to be seen by mortal eyes. All Brownies
were banded together and worked and played together as a team. The
stories of their adventures were read and enjoyed by untold numbers of
children across the land, and Cox himself estimated one time that he had
drawn over a million of the little creatures. Of the thirteen books in the
Brownies series, all of which are in verse except one, thousands and
thousands of copies were sold every year for more than thirty-five years.
9

Poems and pictures about the Brownies appeared in The Ladies' Home
Journal from 1891 through 1910, and many other popular publications.
Royalties from the Brownie books were so large and lavish that Cox
was enabled to go back to the Granby region and build a beautiful,
spacious home which he called "Brownie Castle," with a Brownie weathervane, and nearby a Brownie flag flying from the turret.
Cox loved all children all the time, and during the summer of 1893
accepted an invitation to attend a Sunday School picnic on board an
excursion boat on Lake Champlain out of Burlington, Vermont.
On the day following, 8 July 1893, the Burlington Free Press published an account of the outing. Under the headings: PALMER cox AND
THE BROWNIES/ MR. COX TELLS METHODIST PICKNICKERS/OF HIS QUEER
LITTLE PEOPLE,

the article reads as follows:

One of the pleasant things enjoyed by those who went
with the Methodist Sunday-school on their excursion Friday
was the company of Palmer Cox, "the Brownie man," as he
says the children call him. Mr. Cox was a stranger to most of
the party, but after a little, a tiny mite of a girl edged up to
him and said shyly, "Will you show me a Brownie?" So, after
a little conversation he produced a card from his pocket and
drew for her a genuine Brownie. Several young ladies who
were introduced to him later were similarly favored. One requested the one called the "Dude," who, he says, is the favorite
of all the young ladies from Maine to California.
Mr. Cox has many letters from children. "A short time
ago," said Mr. Cox, "I had a letter from a little girl, saying:
'Dear Mr. Cox, I like to read about the Brownies, but please
send me a real, live Brownie.' Well, I didn't like to destroy
the child's faith in the Brownies, so I wrote her that they were
on a trip 'round the world, and anyway it wouldn't do for one
to leave the band, they must all work together." Mr. Cox
was a writer of children's stories, and says that when he first
conceived the idea of making use of Brownies, he thought he
could better inculcate moral lessons in that way.
"These Brownies are always good-natured and they do
only kind, helpful things, so they are an example to the
children." In their trips around the world he seeks to instruct
the children in history as well as in other things. The Brownies
seem to be very real to Mr. Cox, and he laughed heartily as
he spoke of their "swimming the Hellespont, with their eyes
bugged out."
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Those who enjoyed Mr. Cox's conversation will enjoy
his Brownies more than ever. The excursion was a success
in every respect, and was heartily enjoyed by all who participated in it.
Notice the reference in the first paragraph to "a tiny mite of a girl"
-the one who edged up to Palmer Cox and shyly asked him to show
her a Brownie, and for whom he then drew "a genuine Brownie."
Who was she?
She was little Miss Olive Morgan DeGolia, all of four years of age,
whose home was in Syracuse, New York, and with her was her grandmother who had brought her to Burlington to visit some of their relatives. Although they were not Methodists, they had taken advantage of
an invitation and had gone on the picnic excursion on Lake Champlain.
Back in Syracuse at the end of that summer of 1893, little Miss
DeGolia had her picture taken in a beautiful new dress at the Curtiss
Studio of Fine Photography at 128 South Salina Street, and it is a reproduction of that photograph which graces the front cover of this issue of
The Courier.
And what of Miss DeGolia? Whatever became of her?
Miss DeGolia graduated from Syracuse University with the distinguished Class of 1912, and now lives in Philadelphia. Last summer
she retired from the staff of The Evangelical Foundation in that city, and
is now enjoying carefree days of pleasant memories and happy recollections of a life full of responsibility, service, and achievement.
And what of the "genuine Brownie" that Palmer Cox drew for her
on that excursion boat back in 1893? What happened to it?
Just recently Miss DeGolia wrote the Curator of Manuscripts and
Rare Books of Syracuse University, and offered to donate some books
by such famous authors as Lydia H. Sigourney, Oliver Wendell Holmes,
Thomas Buchanan Read, Alexander Smith, and Bayard Taylor. She
wrote also about the picnic excursion, and Palmer Cox and the Brownie
drawing, and sent along a copy of the Burlington newspaper article in
which she had been referred to as "a tiny mite of a girl." Would the
Curator also like to have the original drawing of the "genuine Brownie?"
In her next letter Miss DeGolia wrote, "I enclose my little Brownie
and am very pleased that he has found such a nice permanent home. I
have cherished it for years."
Editor's Note: When Miss DeGolia sees a copy of this issue of
The Courier, she will learn for the first time that her 1893 photograph is on the front cover and her Brownie drawing has been
reproduced with this article about her.
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"A GENUINE BROWNIE"

Reproduced from the Original Drawing made by Palmer Cox, the Browrlie Man, for Olive DeGolia on a Lake
Champlain picnic excursion back in 1893.

London Letter
to start off a series of articles on
English rare book news with an account of a forthcoming Paris auction,
the material is of such a high standard that it must take pride of place.
Now that important books are in such short supply here and in America
and remembering the exacting-some say ridiculous-conditions French
bibliophiles insist on their books conforming to, it is strange with what
frequency, though with ever rising prices, they appear for sale. Wellbreeched, a collector could find without too much trouble the first edition
of Baudelaire's Fleurs du mal (there is one in this sale) with the six
suppressed poems intact and in the original wrappers; but where could
he find many an English or American "high-spot" of the same date at
whatever the price?
The sale is that of the library of M. Jean-Victor Pellerin and takes
place at the Hotel Drouot on 5 and 6 May. The handsome catalogue
illustrates many of the 319 items and includes, loose, a list of estimated
prices. This is a very happy habit of continental auctioneers for it is of
the greatest use both to the beginner and the expert and I can never
understand why Sotheby and 'Christie do not publicize their estimated
price-lists instead of marking them "confidential" (which they are not
since they are always immediately produced on request) and keeping
them strictly on their side of the enquiry desk.
The high-spot of the sale is unquestionably the copy of the first
edition of Madame Bovary (Paris, Michel Levy, 1857). As well as being
one of the rare copies on large paper and having the original wrappers
preserved in its full morocco binding, it is the copy given to Victor Hugo
by Flaubert with the author's autograph inscription on the half-title:
"Au Maitre/Souvenir et hommage/Gve Flaubert." And that is not all.
Bound in is Flaubert's letter to the music-publisher, Maurice Schlesinger
(the husband of Elisa Foucault, "Madame Arnoux" of L'Education
sentimentale) written the day after the Bovary trial, describing the happy
outcome:
WRONG AS IT MAY APPEAR

Mais enfin j'ai eu la victoire.... mon livre va se vendre d'une
fac;on inusitee pour un debut. Mais je suis £ache de ce proces, en
somme cela devie Ie succes et je n'aime pas autour de l'art, les
choses qui lui sont etrangeres...
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Also bound in is a leaf of the original manuscript; of the first laborious
draft, the leaf is covered with corrections, additions and an overall deletion mark. The copy was previously in the libraries of Georges Hugo,
Claude Lafontaine and Paul VmIte. To whom will it now go? The pricelist laconically states, "Inestimable".
Among the other Flaubert items is one of the first twelve copies on
hollande of the first edition of L'Education sentimentale (Michel Levy,
1870), inscribed to the author's friend, lean Clogenson: estimated to
sell for NF 10.000.
Each volume of the Goncourt journals (9 vols., Charpentier,
1887-96) in the sale is inscribed to the artist, Raffaelli, and is expected
to make NF1200. Alfred larry's Ubu roi (Mercure de France, 1896) is
one of the fifteen copies on hollande, inscribed to Marguerite Moreno,
a particularly interesting association since she later became the wife of
the book's dedicatee, Marcel Schwob.
Another book of the utmost rarity is the first edition of Isidore
Ducasse ("Le Comte de Lautreament"), Les chants de Maldoror. Both
author and publisher (Lacroix) were fearful of putting the book on sale
despite the imprint "En vente chez tous les Libraires" on the upper
wrapper and the entire edition languished in the printer's basement until
1874 when the sheets were issued with new wrappers and title-leaf. Only
five or six copies survive bearing the original covers and title, both
dated 1869. The Pellerin copy is one of these and is in mint condition. It
is expected to fetch NF25,000.
Pellerin's copy of Radiguet's Le diable au corps (Grasset, 1923)
is one of the 100 on velin in a ravishing binding of inlaid morocco by
Semet & Plumelle. He has, too, the first edtion of Rimbaud's Une saison
en enter (Brussels, 1873), a scarce book since a large part of the edition
of 500 copies was damaged by water in the cellar of the Belgian printer
and the first edition of Les illuminations (La Vogue, 1886), one of the
170 on hollande.
The French are particular about their bindings and although many
English collectors hold rebinding, however finely executed, to be sacrilegious, it is acceptable in France if the binder's knife is used with care
(or, preferably, not at all) and if the binding took place at the time of the
book's appearance. Thus, an extremely high price (NFI8,000) is expected for Pellerin's copy of Stendhal's Le rouge et Ie noir (Levasseur,
1831) in a contemporary binding; the book is extremely uncommon in
this condition.
The second part of the sale is devoted to illustrated books, an area
of collecting few English bibliophiles have attempted to chart, although,
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throughout the history of book-illustration and especially from 1876
onwards, there is no doubt of the superiority of the French livre de
peintre over any other country. If only our Rackhams and Dulacs and
Heath Robinsons and Hugh Thomsons had been reproduced as sumptuously and exactly as French publishers printed their artists' work instead
of on wretched coated stock from mechanically made plates, their
talent would be more obvious than is seen in the first editions as we
know them. Among the great books which set the scene for illustrated
books until the present day in the Pellerin sale are Derain's woodcuts for
Apollinaire's L'enchanteur pourrissant (Kahnweiler, 1909), one of the
25 on Japon, and Dufy's woodcuts for the same author's Le bestiaire
(Deplanche, 1911). This last is one of the 29 copies signed by author
and artist and is accompanied by the exceptionally scarce (because also
limited to 29) supplement of two poems and woodcuts published in 1931,
four proof-states of engravings and an original pencil drawing. It is in a
sumptuous binding by Paul Bonet and is expected to make NF50,000.
Pellerin's copy of Bonnard's Daphnis et Chloe (Vollard, 1902) is a
little disappointing, being washed (the specially-made paper is particularly susceptible to foxing) and in a new binding but it is nonetheless
expected to make NF16,000. Then of course comes Bonnard's illustrations for Verlaine's Parallelement (Vollard, 1900), a book of the highest
importance in the history of book-illustration. It has the second state
of the wrappers and title which denotes the presence of three supplementary designs, and is estimated to make NF20,000.
To return to, or rather to begin at last with English books, a passing
reference in a recent Times Literary Supplement article to the owner of
the Fortune Press, London, whom the writer may not have known to be
still alive, brought to mind the work of this press which was active from
the mid-twenties and still exists on a smaller scale. The writer of the
article referred to two facets of the press's productions, its modern
poetry-with writers on its lists such as Dylan Thomas, C. Day Lewis,
Philip Larkin, Roy Fuller, Kingsley Amis, and Lawrence Durrell-and,
perhaps not so laudable as its poetry, its series of novels such as Swinburne would have delighted in, concerning the ill-treatment of school
boys, naval cadets, and chimney sweeps' apprentices. The article did not,
however, refer to the handsome series of limited editions which this press
put out from 1925 to about 1938 which seems to me to be the press's
best achievement; and the mysterious owner was far too reticent to allow
Will Ransom correctly to list the titles in Private Presses and their
Books (1929 and supps.). The press began with a genuine admiration
for the work Francis Meynell was putting out from the Nonesuch Press
but with such a slavish imitation that Meynell had gently to suppress the
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Fortune edition of the Symposium for its similarity to the Nonesuch
edition. 1 still prefer the Fortune Mother Goose, especially the 25 in
vellum with the cuts hand coloured, to the Nonesuch production. After
Montague Summers had been joyfully and enthusiastically editing the
works of the Restoration playwrights, Congreve, Wycherley, and Otway,
for Nonesuch, Fortune commissioned him to edit Thomas Shadwell.
The result was a magnificent crown quarto, five-volume edition, limited
to 1250 sets and 90 specially bound in either half-vellum or halfmorocco. The edition remains the standard text to this day as well as a
collector's item, its typography reflecting so well that of the original
quartos, its footnotes, if not the most accurate, then surely the most
spirited in any twentieth-century edition of an English literary text.
Fortune's activities in Paris had begun by importing the sheets of
the Groves & Michaux editions of English translations of Huysmans'
A rebours and La-bas and issuing them with new title-leaves in England.
It was in Paris it commissioned Jean de Bosschere to illustrate for the
press a translation of the twelfth book of the Greek Anthology-the one
which is essentially paiderastic in its sentiments-, an edition of the
controversial Symposium (differing, wisely, this time, from the Nonesuch
pattern), and of Petronius' Satyricon. Among the press's other illustrators
we find Cecil Beaton illustrating Pierre Louys' Twilight of the Nymphs
and Beresford Egan decorating a satirical book entitled de Sade: a Series
of Wounds inflicted by a Masochistic Brush.
Montague Summers continued to be one of the press's best authors
right up to World War II when he pub1ished with them his massive Gothic
Bibliography, editing well-printed texts in each of the three fields where he
was so well-known, the Gothic novel, the Restoration drama and witchcraft. For the press he edited and translated Noel Taillepied's Treatise
of Ghosts and the crapulous Confessions of Madeleine Bavent; old John
Downes, the prompter's, Roscius Anglicanus, and the anthology Covent
Garden Drollery.
Lord Alfred Douglas issued his Collected Satires with the press
which was handsomely printed in France, and in collaboration with Frank
Harris the New Preface to [Harris'] Life of Oscar Wilde. And Harris
himself published with them his play, Joan la Romee. The press's device
was a horseshoe, the sign of good fortune and, at a time when books from
its contemporaries, the Golden Cockerel, the Nonesuch and the Gregynog, are commanding such enormous prices, good fortune may well come
to a collector who looks for the imprint, "The Fortune Press, Buckingham Palace Road, London."
-Timothy d'Arch Smith

16

A Staunch Patriot

DR. AND MRS. LYMAN C. SPIRE, Fleur de Hundred, Fayetteville,
New York, recently presented to Syracuse University Library a collection of documents and letters said to have come originally from the
papers of William Duer (1747-1799, a Member of the Continental
Congress) and his family. Most of the papers deal with the political and
economic history of New York State during the period 1785-1830. There
are also four retained or secretarial copies of Revolutionary War letters
written by the American General, Lord Stirling, Duer's father-in-law,
three of which are addressed to the President of the Continental Congress,
John Hancock, of Massachusetts.
Lord Stirling was born in 1726 in New York City as William
Alexander, son of James Alexander, a prominent lawyer who had fled
England in 1716 to avoid the consequences of his activities in behalf
of James Francis Edward Stuart, the Old Pretender.
Young William was associated with his mother in the mercantile
business, and later served as Commissary, Aide-de-Camp, and Secretary
to General William Shirley during the French and Indian War. After
James Alexander died in 1756, William went to England to assert his
claim to the Scottish title, the first Earl of Stirling. An Edinburgh jury
awarded the title to him, but the House of Lords in London in 1760
reversed the decision. Despite this, Alexander continued to assert his
claim, and was commonly known as "Lord Stirling" by his American
countrymen.

Following his return to America in 1761, the "American Nobleman" married the sister of William Livingston (later to became the first
Revolutionary Governor of New Jersey), and in time became a leader
in public affairs in New York and New Jersey. Stirling presided over a
large estate in Basking Ridge, New Jersey, and held several important
state positions prior to 1775 including: Assistant to the Governor,
Surveyor-General, and Member of the Provincial Executive Council.
As a great land holder, Stirling encouraged the study and development
of agriculture, mining, and manufacturing, and attained some colonial
eminence as an agronomist and a scientist. Stirling encouraged local
opposition to the Stamp Act and organized an independent company of
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militiamen. As a result of his patriotic activities, he was appointed Colonel
of the First New Jersey Regiment on 7 November 1775. His primary
responsibilities were to recruit and equip two New Jersey regiments,
coordinate intelligence especially relative to British actions with regard
to New York City, and to prepare defenses for the awaited British
invasion.
The first letter in the Spire Collection illustrates these activities.
Elizabeth
December 5, 1775
Sir:
In answer to the letter I wrote yesterday to Colonel
[Nathaniel] Woodhall at New York, I have this moment
received a letter from him, of which the enclosed is a copy.
The receipt of this letter shall make no alteration in my
conduct with regard to preparing the six companies ordered
to march to the new fortress on Hudson River; but shall hold
them in readyness to march, until further order from the Congress. The members of the Continental Congress who are best
acquainted with the country in the neighborhood of the new
fortress must know the impossibility of quartering men in any
place contiguous to it. It is my private opinion that we can at
any time aid that fortress from hence as well as from any other
place I know of, especially if I am allowed a discretionary
power of giving such aid whenever by my intelligence I find it
is like to be necessary. The men will in the meantime b~ made
more fit for service. However, I shall strictly adhere to any
instructions I may receive from the Congress, and am with
great veneration & esteem
Sirs,
Your Most Obt & Most
Humble Servt
[Stirling]
The Honorable John Hancock, Esq.
[Postscript] There are (I am informed) several men who
were recruited in this province for the New York Regiments
in the Continental Service lately returned into this neighborhood & (l believe) without charges. They issued reports of the
hardships they pretend to have met with & greatly discourage
the present service. I should be glad to be instructed what I
may do with such as I meet with.
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GEN. LORD STIRLING.

A STAUNCH PATRIOT

William Alexander, Lord Stirling ( 1726-83), was one of Washington's bravest
officers in the American Revolution. From a print in The New-York Historical
Society, New-York City.
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In January 1776 the British transport Blue Mountain Valley ran
aground off Sandy Hook. With fifty volunteers in several pilot boats,
armed only with muskets and fowling pieces, Stirling captured the enemy
vessel, and acquired valuable military supplies for the American cause.
His exploits also raised the morale of both the American soldiers and the
citizenry. As a reward for these achievements, the Congress commissioned
Stirling a Brigadier General of the Continental Army on 1 March 1776.
The second letter in the Spire Collection is his acknowledgment to John
Hancock, who had notified him of the promotion.
New York
March 3, 1776
Dear Sir
I have this evening the honor of receiving your letter of
the first instant, enclosing a Commission to me of Brigadier
General in the Continental Army. This instance of the good
opinion which the Congress entertain of my zeal and attachment to the American Cause does me high honor, and I receive
it from my country with that gratitude and satisfaction which
will excite me to do every thing in my power to deserve it. I
wish I had more knowledge and experience and was better
qualified to execute the arduous task I am now appointed to.
But the Congress may rest assured that in every situation I will
endeavor to do the best I can and execute their commands as
far as it is possible.
I must beg leave to mention, that the first Battalion of
New Jersey Troops have not yet received their medicine chest,
altho, I have several times wrote to the committee appointed
for that purpose at Philadelphia [where Congress was then
located]. That regiment is still deficient in many articles which
are mentioned in the letters I transmitted to you on the 19th.
of February and which will more fully appear by the returns I
shall send you by next post. I shall continue to pay the fullest
attention to that Battalion until I receive further orders from
Congress.
[Stirling]
The Honorable John Hancock, Esq.
The new Brigadier was assigned to command the American troops
in and around New York City and to provide adequate defenses. He was
responsible for the construction of Forts Lee and Washington on the
Hudson River and the Harlem and Long Island fortifications, including
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Fort Stirling on Brooklyn Heights. Stirling is best remembered for his
heroic role in the Battle of Long Island fought on 27 August 1776. Only
2,000 strong and lacking protective fortifications, Stirling's men, in open
field warfare, held their section of the American lines for nearly six hours
until they were attacked on three sides and most of the other American
regiments had been decimated or had fled from the scene. Superior numbers killed or wounded the majority of Stirling's men, and the remaining
few, including Stirling himself, who did not escape were forced to throw
down their weapons and surrender on the spot. Stirling was a gallant
fighter, and was commended for his bravery by both General Washington
and the enemy. After his exchange, Stirling was assigned to the New
Jersey defenses, and his troops blocked the coasts and roads while
Washington's army escaped into New Jersey.
Stirling was additionally responsible for gathering military intelligence as this third letter in the Spire Collection indicates.
Elizabethtown,
November 11, 1776.
Sir
I have to acknowledge the receipt of your letters of the
5th. and of 7th. instant.
Mr. Jackson will receive all the attention you wish. I have
wrote for his admission into New York as it is a ceremony
lately established that no person will be received there without
having the previous permission of the Commander in Chief.
The compliment you may be sure is returned.
You will think it somewhat extraordinary when I assure
you Sir Henry Clinton is absent from New York. I have for
two or three days past had some suspicion of it and have it now
reduced to a certainty, and I believe he is on board the fleet
which sailed from Sandy Hook on the 3d. instant. If he is
gone to the eastward we must soon hear from him as the winds
were for several days favorable for that passage. If his destination is to the westward his passage must be a long one. He
cannot be gone to the West Indies or to Europe for they still
call him Commander in Chief.
On Monday and yesterday ships have been dropping down
from New York to Staten Isle. They amounted yesterday
afternoon to near one hundred sail. A considerable number
of Hessians beside other troops are on board but very few ships
remain in the Harbor of New York.
It is sometimes proper to mention reports as when they are
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compared with other circumstances they may at least lead to
the discovery of the truth. Yet it is not always proper that these
should be published. With this caution I take the liberty of
mentioning the story of a British soldier's wife whom we took
near Powles Hook on the 9th., viz that the Hessians had all
embarked three days ago, that the troops had all marched from
kingsbridge leaving their huts standing and that there remains
no troops above three or four miles above the city of New York.
If these things are true a total evacuation might soon take
place. The truth will be ascertained in a day or two and communciated as soon as possible. The two last New York papers
will accompany this. With very great respect and regard I have
the honor to be
Your most obedient servant,
Stirling
The President of Congress.
[Postscript] I should be glad to have two sets of Dunlaps Papers
as often and as early as possible, as they will enable me to
get intelligence from New York in exchange.
Stirling distinguished himself in leadership and bravery during the
Battle of Trenton (26 December 1776), for which Congress awarded
him with the rank of Major General. Afterwards he led divisions in the
Battles of Brandywine and Monmouth, and supervised the reserve troops
at Germantown. Stirling's main task until his death, however, involved
general military administration and coordination of regional intelligence
networks. In these capacities, he served in Pennsylvania, the Hudson
Highlands, Albany, and New Jersey. The fourth letter in the Spire Collection outlines a simple intelligence system organized for the New Jersey
coast.
Camp Middlebrook,
January 29, 1779
Sir
I have received your two letters of yesterday this morning
and thank you for the intelligence they contain. I have told Mr.
Joseph Coddington that if he will engage ten good horsemen
well mounted such as you will approve of as faithful and fit
for the purpose of patroling the shores from Shanktown to
Raritan they shall be on the same pay and terms as the express
riders until the Commander in Chief choose to dismiss them.
Their duty is to patrol along the shores before mentioned once
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every day, one half in the morning and the other half in the
afternoon and to inform the commanding officer at Bonumtown
to Shanktown at Elizabethtown and at this place of every
movement they can discover. One of them [is] to call every day
on the officer at Bonumtown to know if he has anything to
communicate to Headquarters which he is to being to this place.
They shall enter into pay and service from the day Mr. Coddington produces me your certificate of their number being completed and fit for the service. I am
Your most humble servant
Stirling
Captain [Nathaniel] Fitz Randolph
[New Jersey Militia]
Stirling's final military post was at Albany, New York, where he
served as Commandant and was charged with both regional defense and
intelligence in that area. There he succumbed on 14 January 1783, at the
age of fifty-seven, from what contemporaries called a severe attack of the
gout. General Washington, at his headquarters at Newburgh, New York,
wrote the following to the President of the Congress on 20 January:
I have the melancholy task before me, of acquainting your
Excellency and Congress of the death of Major General Lord
Stirling. The remarkable bravery, intelligence, and promptitude
of his Lordship to perform his duty as an Officer, had endeared
him to the whole Army; and now make his loss the more
sincerely regretted.
William Alexander, Lord Stirling, was a good officer and a staunch
patriot.
(Note: A variant of the letter of December 5, 1775, was
published in American Archives, Washington, D. C., 1843,
Fourth Series, Vol. 4, page 184, and a microfilm of the original
letter sent is found in the Papers of the Continental Congress,
National Archives, Washington, D. C., Roll 179, Item 162,
Letter No. 336. A variant of the letter of March 3, 1776, was
published in American Archives, 1844, Fourth Series, Vol. 5,
page 51; and a microfilm of the original letter sent is found
in the Papers of the Continental Congress, National Archives,
Roll 179, Item 162, Letter No. 428. It has not been possible
to locate the original copies sent of the last two Stirling letters.
The Washington letter to Congress is quoted from Writings of
Washington, edited by John C. Fitzpatrick, Vol. 26, page 53,
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Washington, D. C., 1938. The materials presented by Dr. and
Mrs. Spire are available to students, scholars, and researchers
interested in the period of American history covered by the
documents and letters in the collection. They are located in
the Manuscript Division of the Special Collections Department,
Carnegie (Main) Library, Room 401, where they may be
examined and studied. Mrs. Spire is a distinguished member
of the Board of Trustees of Syracuse University Library
Associates. )
-Howard L. Applegate

Swinburne's Nib

MR.

ALAN DIETCH, a distinguished citizen of Rochester, New York,
engaged in the business of supplying printing equipment, is the kind of
a person one takes a great deal of joy in having as a friend.
Mr. Dietch is a gentleman and a scholar in all senses of these words,
and he is also a specialized collector, being interested in the subject of
Canals, regardless of their size, depth, width, length, purpose, or location
-nearly all kinds of canals, including those on the planet Mars, but
possibly excluding the auditory and alimentary canals.
Mr. Dietch is what may be termed an ambidextrous collector;
besides being deeply dedicated to Canalana right up to his gunnel, he is
equally involved in the preservation of dated cast-iron manual letterpresses and other antique printing equipment and graphic arts relics
which he restores to working order and keeps in a specially constructed
museum he has in Rochester. The items of which Mr. Dietch is most
proud include a Columbian Press, built in Scotland in the early 1800's,
an English Imperial Press, London, 1837, and a Washington Press, built
by Hoe & Co., New York, 1830's. In connection with this aspect of Mr.
Dietch's collecting activities, one should read "Alan Dietch Combines
Business and Pleasure in Fascinating Hobby," Graphic Arts Supplier
News, Philadelphia, Pennsylvania, Vol. 1, No.4, August-September
1967, and more recently "Sanctuary for Great Presses of the Past," by
Paula Collins in Printing Production, Cleveland, Ohio, Vol. 99, No.4,
January 1969.
In addition to being an authority in the two fields of his collecting,
Mr. Dietch has another outstanding characteristic, promptly recognized
among his friends, and that is his sympathy for and willingness to help
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other collectors even though their areas of endeavor may be far beyond
his own specialities. Particularly is Mr. Dietch familiar with the special
concern of the Curator of Manuscripts and Rare Books at Syracuse University with anything and everything pertaining to A. C. Swinburne, the
great English literary figure who lived from 1837 until 1909.
Not long ago Mr. Dietch sent the Curator a clipping from a book
dealer's catalogue on which was described an item for sale as follows:
116. SWINBURNE, ALGERNON CHARLES. Ivory penholder with
nib. Given to E. D. Brooks by a friend of the English poet,
Watts-Dunton, shortly after Swinburne's death.
Mr. Brooks states in a note "This ivory pen holder with
pen formerly belonged to Algernon C. Swinburne. And was
given to me by his friend Mr. Watts-Dunton, shortly after
the poet's death-upon one of my visits to 'The Pines,' Putney,
Mr. Watts-Dunton taking it from Swinburne's desk as we sat
in the Library."
The price was pretty steep, but the Curator made up his mind right
now that such a valuable association item as the very pen the great poet
had owned and used ought to be in his collection 0/ Swinburneiana. It
is not every day that a collector gets an opportunity to acquire something
so closely connected with the author in whom he is particularly interested.
But who was the dealer offering this most unusual item? His name and
address did not appear on the catalogue clipping. Maybe he should put in
a call to Mr. Dletch to ask him. Then he noted that his Rochester friend
had written at the top margin: "Dawson, L. A." This could mean but one
thing: the famous and well-known antiquarian establishment of Dawson's
Book Shop, 550 South Figueroa Street, Los Angeles, California (recently
moved into more commodious quarters at 535 North Larchmont Boulevard, Los Angeles 90004) .
How long had the catalogue been out in circulation?
How long had Mr. Dietch had it before he sent the clipping?
Had the item been sold? (There are not many real Swinburne collectors, but they are all avid.)
What time was it now in Los Angeles?
Dawson's wouldn't be open for three more hours, so there was no
point in trying to call right then by long distance. If the item was still
available, there was a pretty good chance of getting it by sending a
straight telegram which would reach Los Angeles surely by the time the
store was opening. The inquiry of availability message was feverishly
dispatched immediately, and feverishly followed up immediately by an
air mail special delivery letter hand-carried to the post office.
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Twenty-four interminable hours dragged by, then thirty-six, before
word was received from Dawson's. When it finally came (Pony Express
between Los Angeles and Syracuse was unusually slow that week; Indians,
no doubt), it came in the form of a note from Mr. Tom Neal: "We are
holding the Swinburne penholder for you, and as a special item in our
next Removal Sale Catalogue we will feature this at $-.- [one-half the
original price] plus 50¢ shipping charges. I'll see you get a copy of this
catalogue. Meanwhile here is the original description [the same that Mr.
Dietch had sent]."
The order was sent westward and the penholder and nib were sent
eastward, and very soon the Curator was an immensely happy Swinburne
collector. Mr. Neal sent along also a copy of their newest catalogue, No.
378: "Rare & Unusual Books at Bargain Prices," and sure enough,
just as he had written they would be, there listed were the poet's penholder and nib, an unsold holdover from a previous catalogue, and now
re-offered as item 184 at exactly half the original price. Everything had
worked out perfectly, much better than hoped for and expected, but that
was not the end. The acquisition of these Swinburne one-of-a-kind items
triggered what was to become a little project extending over the several
following weeks and months: Who was E. D. Brooks?
The Curator had to find out, for that is a desideratum in the art of
collecting as well as a part of the pleasure derived.
Nearly everyone likes to know something of his ancestors and
progenitors; at least, whether they hung by their necks or their tails. The
same thing is true in collecting, whether it be books, manuscripts, or such
unusual items as a great author's penholder and nib. As a matter of
fact, it is quite necessary and most desirable for a collector to know the
provenance, the pedigree, the genealogy of the more unusual, one-of-akind things he acquires; it helps to educate him, and it helps him to
educate others; so it behooved the Curator to get onto the track of E. D.
Brooks.
On the catalogue clipping sent by Mr. Dietch another unusual offering was listed above the Swinburne item. This was No. 115, and was
described as George' Meredith's fountain pen "Given to E. D. Brooks on
a visit to Flint Cottage shortly after Meredith's death by his nurse Miss
A. Nicol." (No, Miss Nichol did not kill Meredith, but that's the way
the description reads.) This furnishes no information about Mr. Brooks,
but it does tend toward the suspicion that he might have been a pen
collector, waiting until their noted owners had expired, then going round
to their last residences and begging a pen as a memento of the distinguished departed.
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The note by Mr. Brooks, referred to in the catalogue description,
which accompanied Swinburne's penholder and nib, was then closely
examined for any possible clue. Nothing came from that source except
it was noted the description by Dawson's cataloguer had omitted the last
line of the autograph note which read: "Dictated to E.M.Z. by E.D.B.."
Or maybe the first initials are: "E.M.G." But that doesn't matter, and
doesn't help, one way or another.
There was no difficulty in recognizing Watts-Dunton, who gave
the pen to Brooks. Anybody who knows anything about Swinburne
knows also something about Watts-Dunton. During the last thirty years
of the former's life, the two men were inseparable, living together in
"almost more than brotherly intimacy" in Putney, on the outskirts of
London. Walter Theodore Watts (born in 1832) added his maternal name
of Dunton to his patronymic in 1897 in order, it has been said, that there
might not be any confusion with the name of another Watts, George
Frederic Watts, the famous English painter and sculptor. Watts-Dunton
nourished literary ambitions beyond his talents, was considered by himself and some others as an English man of letters, wrote articles for
various periodicals, and contributed pieces to The Encyclopaedia
Britannica, including a sketch of his own life and activities in the literary
world. (See "The Beast of Putney," in The Courier, No. 13, April 1962.)
Application was then made t6 Mr. Neal for whatever light he might
be able to shed on the whole matter. He replied: "1 do not have a great
deal of information concerning the Swinburne ivory penholder and nib
save that the Dickens pen [apparently another Brooks acquisition] as
well as the George Meredith and the Swinburne were bought by us last
October and were catalogued in the Christmas catalogue, the latter
remaining unsold until our latest catalogue out last week. The holder was
given to E. D. Brooks by his friend the English poet, Watts-Dunton, after
Swinburne's death. You should look into that most interesting book:
Forty Years in My Bookshop, by Walter T. Spencer. This will give you
the story much better than 1 can ever hope to do so. 1 think you will
enjoy the book." Mr. Neal was correct; he did not have "a great deal of
information," but the Spencer book was a lead. The Curator remembered he had in his collection a little Swinburne item, now quite scarce,
that Spencer issued back in 1905. It was a forty-eight-page, hardcover
booklet on laid paper entitled Bibliographical List of the Writings of
Algernon Charles Swinburne, edited by Joseph Charles Thomson, with
Spencer's imprint showing the location of his establishment as 27 New
Oxford Street (near the British Museum).
Brooks' dictated note included the phrase: "upon one of my visits
to 'The Pines,' Putney." This meant he was at the residence more than
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IVORY PENHOLDER AND NIB OWNED BY THE GREAT POET A. C. SWINBURNE

The pen is Swinburne's pen, but the hand is the hand of another.

once. Had he known Swinburne? Had they corresponded? An examination of all the books about Swinburne and of the several published
collections of his letters did not reveal Brooks' name even so much as a
side reference.
The statement that the penholder was given to Brooks "by his
friend the English poet, Watts-Dunton" sent the Curator· scurrying to
his Watts-Dunton shelf. The most extensive biographical materials there
are: Theodore Watts-Dunton: Poet, Novelist, Critic, by James Douglas
(London and New York, no date, but around 1915-1916) and the twovolume work entitled The Life and Letters of Theodore Watts-Dunton,
by Thomas Hake and Arthur Compton-Rickett (London and New York,
1916), but neither of these pufferies contains a single reference to E. D.
Brooks. Even The Home Life of Swinburne (an unindexed volume of
288 pages published in London and New York, 1922), that artless,
intimate, anecdotal revelation of life at "The Pines," by Clara Jane
Reich Watts-Dunton (who in 1905 married Watts-Dunton, a septuagenarian of seventy-two, while she was forty-three years his junior, or
twenty-nine years old), was devoid of anything pertaining to anybody
named Brooks.
The Curator now followed Mr. Neal's suggestion and turned to
Forty Years in My Bookshop, by Walter T. Spencer (London, 1923;
Boston and New York, same year), another unihdexed volume, this one
of 284 pages. One cannot just flip the leaves and scan through such
a wonderful book even though he read it over forty years ago and is
presently looking hastily just for a name. He has to reduce speed and
read; it's impossible to do otherwise; there are too many traps in the
form of good stories set down most enchantingly by a man who was a
knowledgeable book dealer and a gentlemen of culture, a rare combination anytime. One gets side-tracked from his original purpose in referring
to the book, and discovers (or rediscovers) Spencer's account of how
Swinburne one time came storming into his shop, complaining in his
shrillest voice that his landlady had aroused him at eleven o'clock
although he expressely told her he must be left undisturbed till twelve;
and there are other interesting stories about the poet, including some
unusual revelations relating to Swinburne's funeral, which Spencer
attended. And then-all of a sudden-there is Brooks, on page 102,
referred to only as "Mr. Brooks, the well-known bookseller of Minneapolis." On this occasion, Brooks literally forced Spencer to sell him the
original manuscript of Charles Dickens' The Cricket on the Hearth, since
he had already re-sold it before he came into Spencer's shop. At the same
time, upstairs was a customer, to whom Spencer had only a few moments
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before offered the Dickens manuscript, who was waiting for Spencer to
return so the offer could be accepted. The manuscript is now in the
Pierpont Morgan Library, New York City. (The story of Brooks,
Spencer, and the Dickens manuscript may be found also in A. Edward
Newton's delightful volume entitled The Amenities of Book-Collecting
and Kindred Affections.)
On page 234 Brooks pops up again, this time as "Mr. Edmund
Brooks of Minneapolis," and in the same paragraph Spencer begins the
account of the visit made by the two men to the home of George Meredith
a week or two after the funeral of the great literary figure, and tells how
they were received and shown about the place by the nurse, Miss Adelaide
Nichol, who presented Spencer "with the last pencil Meredith had used
-an indelible pencil, which, of course, I still retain." No mention is
made by Spencer of Brooks receiving the fountain pen, but it is a millionto-one bet that Brooks acquired the Meredith memento (Item 115 in
Dawson's catalogue) at the same time. The Curator realized now that
he had his man in his sights.
The one other reference to Brooks in Spencer's book is found on
page 246-"Mr. Edmund Brooks, the Minneapolis bookseller and excellent friend"-where Spencer tells how he arranged for Brooks to meet
Arthur Symons, the English poet who had enjoyed some fringe prominence in the Aesthetic Nineties. Forty Years in My Bookshop was not the
Mother Lode, but it set the Curator on the right track.
To the query: "What's the quarry?" the Curator could now answer
it was Edmund D. Brooks, bookseller of Minneapolis, Minnesota, alive
in 1909, when he was in England gathering up pens of the famous, and in
all probability now dead.
This was indeed scanty, but it was enough on which to base a
request for dates and details, and such a letter of inquiry was straightway dispatched to: The Librarian, Minneapolis Public Library, Minneapolis, Minnesota. Before sufficient time had elapsed for a reply to be
received, the Curator left his home base to go on a pre-arranged book
hunting trip with a fine fellow bibliophile (B.F.S. of Baldwinsville,
New York), driving to Erie, Pennsylvania, Thompson, Unionville,
Cleveland, Mansfield, and Columbus, Ohio, Maysville, Lexington, Frankfort, and Louisville, Kentucky, Bloomington, Indiana, and back by way
of Cincinnati, Ohio, and Ripley, Dunkirk, and Jamestown, New York,
and visiting all the bookshops and bookmen along the way. In eleven
shopping days the two hunters, dressed appropropriately in old, careless
clothing, searched through fifteen establishments, some of them a second
time on the return trip, crawled approximately 1,100 yards to see what
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was on the bottom shelves, climbed eighteen rickety ladders to see what
was on the top shelves, and in all, scanned thousands of books, and made
purchases enough to fill the trunk and the back seat of the car with good,
desirable items. Every night the Curator was dreaming about Edmund
D. Brooks of Minneapolis.
In Louisville the pair visited Liebschutz Book Store on West Liberty
Street, and were there for a couple of hours before closing time. While
ranging through the Poetry shelves, the Curator pulled off an unfamiliar
item entitled The Collected Poems of Arthur Upson, flipped the leaves,
glimpsed at the title page, noticed the book was the second volume of
a set of two, that Volume I was nowhere around; and slipped it back
into its dusty place. Upson? Arthur Upson? He wondered for a moment
where he had run into that name-it wasn't long ago, within recent
years, somewhere-and then his fingers and thoughts moved on to the
next book. Presently it was time for the lady proprietor to close. The two
men submitted their selections, paid up, and returned to the car in the
parking lot next to the store. The lady started to make ready to leave.
Upson? Arthur Upson? Just as he was buckling the seat belt, the
Curator thought he remembered. Wasn't Arthur Upson mentioned by
Mark Shorer in his book on Sinclair Lewis? That's where he had run into
the name, he felt sure. Wasn't Lewis thick in his admiration of Upson,
considered him his ideal poet, his poetic idol, way back in the early days
in Minnesota? And the effete young man had drowned and Lewis had
mourned the loss to Poetry and Posterity? Arthur Upson, Sinclair Lewis:
Minnesota; Minnesota, Minneapolis, Edmund D. Brooks; What was
that Publisher's name on the title page of Volume II of The Collected
Poems of Arthur Upson? In a flash, the Curator leapt from the car.
"I've got to get another book," he said in mid-air. "But she's closed,"
his companion hollered. "I'll break in then," replied the Curator as he
bounded toward the building.
The store was dark, but the lady was at the door, pulling down the
shade. The Curator knocked on the glass and rattled the doorknob. She
hesitated, frowned, then opened the door. "I've closed up. I'm in a hurry
to leave. What do you want?"
"I've got to get one more book."
"Oh, all right, I'll go turn the lights on."
"No, that won't be necessary. I know exactly where it is. I'll be only
half a minute."
"Please hurry, mister. I'm late now."
The ladder was pushed back to the Poetry section, up scrambled
the Curator to Volume II of The Collected Poems of Arthur Upson, a
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hasty glance at the title page, down he came, paid the lady, and out he
rushed with the book in his hand-all in less time than it takes to
tell about it.
The Curator was pleased; on the title page of the 262-page book
he read as follows: The Collected Poems of Arthur Upson. Edited, with
an Introduction by Richard Burton. In Two Volumes. Volume II. At the
bottom appeared the names of the place of publication and the publisher,
and finally the date: Minneapolis, Edmund D. Brooks, 1909.
Here was the quarry, Brooks, the bookseller, turning up as a book
publisher. It was an interesting bit of information. And the Curator was
surprised; the first piece in the book, a dramatic romance of thirty-nine
pages, entitled "The Tides of Spring," was dedicated to Edmund and
Edith Brooks, August 1908, and over on pages 223-4, he found a poem
entitled "Written as a Steamer Letter (To E.D.B.) ," the initials being
none other than those of the book dealer-publisher of Minneapolis. The
two men must have been very good friends; and the Curator made a
mental note to be on the lookout for Volume I. He must read the introduction by Richard Burton, the one he knew to be the distinguished
American poet and critic, and not Sir Richard Francis Burton, the
English explorer and traveler, author and translator. (There was yet
another Richard Burton he seemed to have heard about, but he was a
mimicker, or board treader, or something like that, connected with
raucous entertainment for the masses, and of no importance.)
Mail forwarded from Syracuse reached the Curator at Maysville,
Kentucky, and in catalogues from The Brick Row Book Shop, Houston,
Texas (3600 Mount Vernon Street), he found these two Brooks items
glaring out at him:
Poems, by Robert Louis Stevenson, with introduction and notes
by George S. Hellman. Privately printed by the Bibliophile
Society for Edmund D. Brooks, Minneapolis, 1917, in an edition of a few complimentary copies. Small quarto; boards,
cloth spine; very nice.
A Group of Londoners, by E. V. Lucas. Privately printed for
Edmund D. Brooks and His Friends, Minneapolis, 1913.
Boards, cloth spine; fine.
By a long distance telephone call to Houston, the Curator learned the
two items were available and would be mailed to Syracuse that day.
On the return trip the Curator and his fellow book hunter stopped
the second time at Liebschutz's place in Louisville, for a more thorough
going-over, earlier in the day so there would be no danger of the lady run32

ning them out before they were ready to leave. There the Curator discovered a beautiful copy of Sonnets and Songs, by Arthur Upson, issued in
an edition of 950 copies by the great Thomas B. Mosher, Portland, Maine,
1911, wherein acknowledgement was made to "Mr. Edmund D. Brooks"
for permission to reprint. Next to this the Curator pulled off a copy of
Westwind Songs, also by Arthur Upson, printed for Edmund D. Brooks
by Hahn & Harmon, Minneapolis, September 1902, with an inscription in Brooks' handwriting: "To Miss Elizabeth B. Barbour with the
kind regards of the publisher, December 22nd, 1903." At the back he
noted a five-page list advertising books Brooks had published and some
he had imported from abroad. Had these two books been on the shelf
when the Curator was there previously? How had he missed them? No
matter, he had them now.
Brooks was cropping up all around; but though he searched carefully and diligently he could not find Volume I of Brooks' 1909 edition
of The Collected Poems of Arthur Upson, with the introduction by
Richard Burton.
The next place visited was Bertrand Smith's emporium called Acres
of Books, on Main Street, Cincinnati, Ohio, and it certainly lived up to
its name. It was large and clean and well lighted, and the members of the
staff were cordial and cheery, and left the book hunter entirely alone,
without any annoying talk, word-play, or jabber. No salesmanship was
used here; the books sold themselves.
In Acres of Books the Curator had the feeling he would certainly
come across a copy of Volume I of Upson's collected poetry, or possibly
both volumes of the set. He had been rather fortunate lately, and as he
searched in every nook and cranny, he was rubbing his rabbit foot so his
luck would hold out. But such was not to be the case in Cincinnati, or
in any of the other shops along the return route at Ripley, Dunkirk, and
Jamestown, New York. He would have to send out letters of inquiry to
New York dealers after he got back to Syracuse, and that would mean
a loss of time and a higher price, and would certainly not be as much fun
as finding the book by himself while on the prowl.
Back at home base the Curator unpacked and arranged his acquisitions, putting the Upson-Brooks books together with the two which had
come up from Houston. If only he had that Volume I; and then he
thought he would check to see precisely what Mark Sharer had written
about Arthur Upson in his book on Sinclair Lewis. It was a large thick
volume and easy to find in the Sinclair Lewis section. He knew exactly
where it was, and as he reached for it, his hand paused half-way, his
jaw dropped, and his eyes bulged: there next to the Shorer book stood
both volumes of The Collected Poems of Arthur Upson.
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Laid in Volume I was a note the Curator had written four years
previously: "For Arthur Upson, see Index in Sinclair Lewis by Mark
Shorer." He had acquired the set back in 1965.
Richard Burton's sixteen-page introduction was everything hoped
for: a biographical sketch of Arthur Upson's brief and tragic life and a
scholarly critical analysis of the man's poetical works. Following his
graduation from the University of Minnesota (Class of 1898), Upson
"found congenial labor as an associate of Edmund D. Brooks, whose
Bookrooms are a Minneapolis institution. Upson's wide knowledge of
literature and his taste for the niceties of bibliography made him valuable
to Mr. Brooks, who had faith in his friend's ability and published in
beautiful editions several of the young man's volumes of verse." After
studying abroad, Upson returned to Minneapolis and in early 1908
"rejoined Mr. Brooks, giving his afternoons to the Bookrooms and using
the mornings for his own literary work." On 14 August 1908 he was
drowned in Lake Bemidji in northern Minnesota at the age of thirty-one.
(Incidentally, Arthur Wheelock Upson was a native of New York, having
been born 10 January 1877 in Camden, a little town a few miles northeast of Syracuse. )
In the mail awaiting his return the Curator found a reply from
the Librarian of the Minneapolis Public Library in the form of a photostatic copy of the announcement of the death of Edmund D. Brooks,
published in the Minneapolis Star Journal on 12 February 1919. The
article read as follows:
Edmund D. Brooks died last night at the Swedish hospital
following an operation for mastoid last Thursday.
Mr. Brooks was a dealer in rare books in Minneapolis
for 25 years. He was a trustee of the Minneapolis Art Institute.
He had served for a long time as director of Goodhue County
bank, Red Wing, Minn.
Mr. Brooks was 52 years of age and was born at Red
Wing. He came to Minneapolis about 30 years ago as an
employee of the Security bank, from which position he engaged
in the rare book business.
He was a frequent visitor to Europe and he handled many
of the marvelous rare items of literature. Among these was
the famous Burns Glenriddle [Glenriddel] MS., which Mr.
Garbelle [John B. Gribbel, wealthy collector] of Philadelphia
purchased from him [in 1914] and then presented to the
Advocate library in Edinburgh, thus returning these valuable
Burns letters to the Scotch people. Mr. Brooks' acquaintance
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in Europe was very wide. He knew intimately all the living
literary men of England.
Mr. Brooks lived at 1779 James av S. There will be no
service in 11inneapolis. The body will be taken to Red Wing
for burial Friday morning. The Episcopal service will be at
Memorial chapel, Red Wing, Minn., read by Rev. Mr.
Knickerbocker.
The death of a book salesman as internationally prominent as this
local newspaper obituary would infer might very well, thought the
Curator, merit a notice in The Publishers' Weekly: American Booktrade Journal, widely circulated from New York City. A look there might
turn up additional information. The bound copies were readily available,
but there was no announcement of Brooks' passing in the issue immediately following his death, nor in the several after that. Successive issues
were equally negative until the one for 5 April 1919 in which appeared
the first news in this fashion on page 954: "The business of Edmund D.
Brooks, a well-known dealer in rare books, who died February 11th, is
being sold out by his executors." That was all, until a week later when
the following appeared in the issue of 12 April (Vol. 95, No. 15, page
1011, not 1911 as the Index shows) :
A Bookseller and Booklover
(A fine tribute to the well-known bookseller of Minneapolis,
Edmund D. Brooks, was paid in the editorial page of the
Minneapolis Journal at the time of Mr. Brooks' untimely
death from an operation, in February. It is a tribute, too, to
American bookselling that one of this profession should have
left so fine a memory in his community.)
Of Mr. Brooks' personality and genial happiness in life,
it is difficult to speak without emotion. He made friends
naturally and without effort and attached them to him warmly.
Many a booklover in this city [Minneapolis] is now recalling
the comfortable and friendly presence of the bookman, with a
rare volume in hand, which he tantalizingly withholds from the
eager aspirant for its possession, the while he draws a long
sigh of delighted and delightful anticipation preparatory to
describing the coveted treasure, before a nearer view is
vouchsafed.
Mr. Brooks was not a bibliopole merely, but a genuine
booklover as well. He knew the insides of the books, for he
was a wide and general reader and his education was broad and
comprehensive. One of his hobbies was to secure unpublished
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manuscripts from literary personages. These manuscripts he
had done into books "For Edmund D. Brooks and His
Friends," which he gave away to persons of discriminating taste
in literature and bookmaking.
Taking it all around, Minneapolis has lost a distinctive
character, a man who was a credit and an honor to the city,
and one who was devoted to her interests and fame.
The Curator would have liked to have seen the whole editorial
from which this extract was quoted. On what date did it appear in the
Minneapolis Jow'nal? He discovered the Journal was no longer in business, so that meant he would have to write a letter to someone, possibly
the Librarian of the Minneapolis Public Library, and request a xerox
copy of the editorial page. This he could do later.
The Curator's curiosity about Edmund D. Brooks was now fairly
well satisfied. There remained two bits of information wanted: the man's
middle name and more of the name of Rev. Mr. Knickerbocker. These
might be considered by some as inconsequential, unimportant, and not
worth the trouble to find out, but the Curator, being something of a
nit-picker, felt otherwise, and believed that one letter-to the Director
of the Red Wing Memorial Chapel-would be sufficient. He was
mistaken.
The prompt and courteous reply to his inquiry came from Mr. H. E.
Nordholm, City Clerk of Red Wing, who wrote as follows:
I am pleased to acknowledge receipt of your letter of
the third and have verified the fact that Mr. Edmund D. Brooks
passed away February 11, 1919 at Minneapolis, Minnesota,
and was buried in our Oakwood Cemetery on February 14,
1919 in Lot 81, Block A, but regret that our records do
not give the middle name and the only record shown is Edmund
D. Brooks.
Our records also show that the Episcopal service was read
by Rev. Addison E. Knickerbocker who was serving as Rector
of our local Episcopal Church at that time and who has since
passed away and is buried in Oakwood Cemetery and I was
able to obtain the full name from our interment records.
Was seeking to learn the middle name of Edmund D. Brooks a
trivial, unnecessary, and unimportant matter-to be disregarded and
forgotten? Was it hardly worth the time and the effort? Or did the Curator
want to try to be the compleat collector, the satisfied collector, and keep
at it? Two more letters of inquiry were sent out immediately (with selfaddressed and stamped envelopes enclosed): one to the Records Office
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of the Swedish Hospital (where Brooks died) and the other to the
Librarian of the Minneapolis Art Institute (of which Brooks was a
Trustee). Suppose, wondered the Curator in horrendous terror, just
suppose the replies are received and don't jibe.
Note: Regretfully this account will have to be continuedand hopefully concluded-in the next issue of The Courier.
The deadline has come to go to press, and it is impossible to
wait any longer for the replies from Minneapolis. What was
the middle name of Edmund D. Brooks?

Baboon Brains
ONE OF THE GREAT university presses of this country-not Syracuse University Press-recently issued an announcement of a forthcoming publication, and so earth-shattering is the news this broadside conveys that the Editor of The Courier could not resist the urge to pass this
vital information on to those who may be interested or concerned. There
has been nothing so important since the discovery that all left-handed
children were not idiots on that account.
The title of the book is: A Stereotaxic A tlas of the Brain of the
Baboon. It is priced at $20.00 a copy. The authors are Ross Davis and
Ronald D. Huffman, and there is a foreword by Harold Vagtborg.
Without taxing the reader here with details regarding this valuable
contribution to the world of human knowledge, it is sufficient to quote
from the announcement that "Fifteen female brains from adult animals
weighing from eighteen to thirty-three pounds were used in the compilation of this atlas, prepared for use by any investigator who is interested
in research involving the baboon brain ..."
The authors and their publisher are really letting themselves in for
the possibility of trouble when it is found that the announcement states
further that scientists are no longer experimenting with apes because
"unlike apes, baboons are readily available and easy to capture, and the
cost of buying, feeding and housing them is reasonable." This is rank
and raw discrimination against the great class of Apes, particularly the
Anthropoid Apes which are most nearly related to Man. If this information gets out to the SDS (Society of Distraught Simians), Davis, Huffman,
Vagtborg & Company had better be prepared for a sit-in protest that
the civil rights of the SDS have been jeopardized. Whoever heard of
preferring baboon brains over ape brains?
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Syracuse University Library Manual
JUST OFF THE PRESS is a new edition of the Library Manual, revised
and brought up to date with the latest organizational changes, additions,
and improvements and other pertinent information valuable and beneficial to all students and researchers at Syracuse University. The present
edition is far superior to the one which preceded it, both in appearance
and content.
This Manual provides a guide to the various services available in
the Library, and furnishes general information concerning the quantities
and qualities of materials available. According to the Foreword by Mr.
Warren N. Boes, Director of Libraries: "There are more. than 1,300,000
books, periodicals, and pamphlets in the library system. When such
nonbook materials as manuscripts, microforms, audiovisuals, recordings,
and related items are counted, the total number in the library system
is nearly 15,000,000."
The Table of Contents shows that the library organization is divided
into four main departments: Public Services, Special Collections (newly
reorganized and going great guns), Systems and Supporting Services,
and Personnel.
The Public Services Department has seven divisions: Reference,
College, Humanities, Social Science, Area Studies, Fine Arts, and Science
and Technology. The Special Collections Department consists of the
following units: Syracuse University Library Associates, Printing and
Publication Division, Development Division, Manuscript Division, Rare
Book Division, The Mayfield Library, Audio Archives Division, Thomas
Alva Edison Foundation Re-recording Laboratory, and the University
Archives Division. The Systems and Supporting Services Department
has four divisions: Administrative Services, Acquisitions, Catalogue, and
Data Processing. The Personnel Department has no sub-divisions.
In the Manual is also a section regarding the State University of
New York Libraries at the College of Forestry and the Upstate Medical
Center which may be used by Syracuse University faculty and students
upon compliance with the conditions there set forth.
Copies of this Manual are available to all users of Syracuse University Library, and should any member of Library Associates wish to
have a copy (free of charge), he may obtain one by addressing his request
to: Dr. Howard L. Applegate, Assistant Director of Libraries for Special
Collections and Development, Carnegie Library: 401, Syracuse University, Syracuse, New York 13210. He should, of course, identify himself
as a member of Library Associates.
The Manual consists of forty full pages of good readable type, and
has an Index and an Organization Chart.
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Desiderata

T

HE FOLLOWING is a list of some of the books needed and wanted
by the Curator of Manuscripts and Rare Books at Syracuse University:

1. Prisons of Air, by Moncure D. Conway, New York, 1891;
or any other edition. Fiction.
2. Atalanta in Calydon, by A. C. Swinburne. London, 1865;
first edition only (quarto, 111 pages), in any kind of condition.
3. The Tatler, London periodical, Volume 2, 25 August
through 29 December 1877, bound or unbound. Contains
A Year's Letters, by Mrs. Horace Manners, a novel in serial
form.
4. Two Plunges for a Pearl, by Mortimer Collins. Three volumes. London, Tinsley Brothers, 1872. A novel. This or any
other edition, in any condition.
5. Legends of Iceland (Second Series, 1866), translated by
George E. J. Powell and Eirikr Magnusson.
6. Any books by Henry Thompson Stanton, American poet
and journalist from Kentucky, 1834-1898.
7. Any book by Ebenezer Jones, English poet, 1820-1860.
8. Any books by Palmer Cox, 1840-1924, "The Brownie
Man."

If any member of Syracuse University Library Associates or any
reader of The Courier has copies of any of these books he would like to
present as gifts, very well and very good; if he wants to sell them, an
right; the same applies to book sellers and dealers. A note to the Curator,
in care of The Editor of The Courier, University Station, Box 163, Syracuse, New York 13210, will bring a ready and happy response.
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NOW IS THE TIME

Dear Friend and Supporter:
You are cordially invited to entertain the suggestion that now is
the opportune time to come to the aid of Syracuse University Library
Associates, and to renew your annual affiliation with that organization.
This may be done by either (or both) of two ways: donations of
property (books, stocks, securities, etc.) or contributions in the form of
checks.
Depending upon the value of the property or the amount of the
check, you may become enrolled as:
AN ANNUAL MEMBER by contributing $15 or more in any year;
A SUSTAINING MEMBER by contributing $100 or more in any year;
or
A LIFE MEMBER by contributing $3,000 or more in any year.
All contributions are tax deductible within legal limits.
Checks should be made payable to: SYRACUSE UNIVERSITY,
and communications should be addressed to:
LIBRARY ASSOCIATES
University Sta., Box 163,
Syracuse, N. Y. 13210

The Board of Trustees of Library Associates is confident of your
early and generous response and looks forward to your participation in
the activities of Syracuse University Library.
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